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It is in a happy, enthusiastic spirit 
that we, the new board of editors, take 
upon ourselves the management of THE 
Critic. We have returned from a vaca- 
tion which has refreshened and invigorat- 
edus to find the Pinkerton which we wish 
to see broadening, broadened; to find the 
school we wish to see expand, expanding 
far beyond our expectations. Prospects 
for Pinkerton’s success in every line this 
coming year are very bright. 1909-10 
should be a “great year,’ and we asa 
board are determined to do our utmost 


to that end. 
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THE Critic of tgo9g-1o will differ 
greatly from its predecessors. New pol 
icies will be pursued; a new spirit will 
dominate the Editorial and Business Man- 
agement. 

We believe that THE Critic, to fulfil 
its object in the greatest degree, must be 
wholly within the control of the Student 
Body, —that its finances must be in their 
hands, that its Editorial Board must 
absolutely and finally decide what is to 
appear within the covers of the paper. 
In pursuance of this idea, there will be 
no lfaculty Editor on THE Critic Board 
this year. The paper will be wholly in 
the hands of the students, represented by 
an Editorial Board and a Business Staff. 
The Students are equal to the respon 
sibility thus placed upon them, and if 
they will but meet it in the proper spirit, 
this departure in the management of THE 
Critic cannot but be justified. 


THE Critic henceforth will be pub- 
lished monthly instead of twice a term 
as heretofore. It has been found that - 
Tue Critic published twice a term can 
not cover its field effectively, that a 
monthly paper is needed to bring before 
the readers material that is fresh. 
Pinkerton is large enough to support a 
monthly, her student body is loyal enough 
to insure a full literary department and 
a smile on the face of the Business Man- 
ager, and we consider that we are taking 
no risks in making this change. 

The increase in the number of issues 
necessitates an increase in the price of 
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subscriptions. Henceforth, the charge 
will be, instead of 50, 75c a year, 


rate whose reasonableness is apparent at 





a 


once. 

“The Business Staff wishes to start the 
year with a clean slate. It is their 
intention to place l'HE CRITIC on a paying 
basis, and asa step in that direction, they 
desire to close up immediately all arrears 
in subscriptions. ‘To subscribers in ar- 
rears this offer is made: They may, by 
the payment of one dollar to the Business 
Taps, Critic, Graham. art 
cancellation of all back 
subscriptions, and in addi- 


Manager of 
secure the 
charges on 
tion have THE Criric sent to their ad- 


dresses during the school year rgog—1o. 


To the Juniors we extend a warm wel- 
We remember very distinctly our 
at Pinkerton, our joys and 
and we-can 


come. 
first days 
tribulations during them, 
sympathize heartily, from the standpoint 
of one who has “been there,” with the 
boy or girl who is told to “rise when re. 
citing,” or who searches in vain for the 
correct recitation room. We rather envy 
the new students and their opportunities. 
In retrospect, we can see many unwise 
steps we have taken at Pinkerton, many 
errors we have made, and we would 
welcome with eagerness an opportunity 
to live our life here again. ‘The unpre- 
pared recitation means more to us now 
than an uncomfortable sensation in the 
recitation failing..., We aré no 
longer irresponsible children. A definite 


occupation is ours, and the unsatisfactory 


while 


recitation mark but signifies that we are 
failing at it. 

One word of advice we give to the 
Juniors. While at Pinkerton, broaden. 
Don’t confine yourself to activity in one 
line of school work. Don’t study all of the 
time. Don’t think and dream of athletics 
all of the time. Mix thoughts of the two, 
and work in them, in the proper propor- 
tion, and you will study better and play 
harder. When you are graduated, no 
crank upon the subject of mathematics 
or Greek will leave our gates; no author- 
ity on but a level- 
headed young man who is in trim, phy 
Sically and mentally, to fight for success 
in life. That’s the product our school 
aims at and likes to turn out, and if she 
fails in your case, the fault is not hers, 


sporting matters; 


but yours. 

We were rather disappointed in not 
being able to secure for this issue an 
article by one of the Agricultural students 
dealing with the course he is pursuing in 
Pinkerton. We hope, however, to be able 
to present it in the November Critic. 
The 
Academy represents an important advance 


institution of this course in the 
in her usefulness. Incidentally, it is one 
more evidence of the progress of a pro- 
gressive school. 





The Editor wishes to thank for assist- 
ance in reading the proof of this issue 
Miss Lois Hunt and Miss Carrie Smith, 
the Senior Middle Class Editors. 


Che Breaking of the Drought. 


By FREDERICK 


[This essay was awarded First Piz» in the Es3vy Co 15935 
of 1909 ] 

No rain for three long months! The 
corn came up, struggled on a scant two 
feet, turned yellow, withered and died. 
The apples shrunk and fell before they 
were half grown. ‘The grass had dried to 
hay, standing, and such as it was, was 
ready for the barn the moment cut. 
The fields in places were as brown as if 
they had been swept by an early frost. 
Pastures were scarcely better than arock- 
sprinkled desert with here and therea 
small yellow pine dripping pitch from 
wounds made by the browsing cattle. Where 
beasts drank, the water courses had dwin- 
dled to mere curved pathways of stones 
and bowlders, with here and there be- 
tween the ledges a glimpse of water, the 
last remnants of the spring torrents. The 
ponds had shrunk to a center of slime 
surrounded by a wide band of baked 
Cattle stood and lowed equally for 
Where men drank 


mud. 
water and for food. 
the wells had fallen from six feet to five; 
to four; tO One;\a “ew inches 
lower and they were.dry. Men went for 
water then, to long-trusted springs until 
these failed and left them in despair. 


to two; 


The weather, always a chief topic of 
conversation in the country-side became 
the only one. Farmers drew rein in the 
highway to recount stories of the devas- 
falions ole thedroucht, » hey told. of 
cattle driven miles for water. Some were . 
persuaded that there were signs of coming 
rain, but they did not need to be re- 
minded of the worthlessness of signs in a 
dry time. 

All was like an 
every fear seemed of heat. 


evil dream in which 
What if there 


SMYTH PAGE. 


should be no more rain forever? What if 
the land was to become a desert from the 
wasting of the forests? Other lands had 
suffered a like fate. 

Away in the north great fires raged, 
sweeping all before them and filling the 
air with pungent smoke, so obscuring the 
sun that it burned at noonday like a huge 
red moon. There were whole days when 
the smoke shut one in like a morning 
mist, but feverish and choking without 
the refreshing coolness of mist. At night 
could be seen the softened glow of the 
distant fires in the heavens; now stream- 
ing high in huge waves, now sinking to a 
low glimmer, rivaling the northern lights 
for magnitude and beauty. 

But even now in this darkest hour the 
end of the drought was at hand. The 
sun was setting after a fiery day, when 
straight up from the south-west came a 
heavy, grey, silver-edged cloud that grad. 
ually spread and swiftly rose till it dark- 
ened the whole sky. ‘Thunder rumbled 
in its throat, a dagger flickered on, its 
breast; but still no one dared to hope for 
rain. Terribly the cloud drew on; roaring 
louder as it came. Suddenly there was a 
crash of thunder overhead and directly a 
few drops of rain fell like random bullets, 
while a wind burst in that caught up the 
long-dried dust tor one last whirl before 
the rain finally laid it. Then came the 
big drops in sheets that quickly shut out 
the view of the wind-tossed trees and 
bare fields. 

There is no joy like the return of rain 
It is like the quenching 
of a mighty thirst. The sun is never 
more beneficent than it brings 
clouds to veil its own warmth and bright- 


after drought. 


when 
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ness in which we have lived too long. 
That 
again in their sleep, or woke a little for 


night men breathed — peacefully 


the comfort of knowing that it still rained 
though the thunder had long since died 
away. 





The Five Wears. 


3y DESPARDIEUX. 


That Pierre Laboune was a good fellow, 
no one could deny; but that he was also 
something of a liar and not above taking 
what did not belong to him, was also 
admitted to be true. A person who knew 
the woods and the people who work in 
them, would have recognized Pierre as a 
typical Canadian voyageur. It was a 
picturesque sight to see him standing in 
the doorway of his low cabin, wearing on 
his head an old felt hat that once might 
have been black, but now had a greenish 
cast such as one sees on the coats of the 
shabby clerks that pass by in the city. A 
red flannel shirt, worn open at the neck, 
showed his broad hairy chest; and to 
complete his costume, corduroy trousers 
tucked into 
fastened at the waist with a wide leather 


his high shoe packs and 
belt, in which were thrust an enormous 
hunting knife and a short axe. Perhaps 
we might add that he habitually carried 
a short clay pipe bottom upwards be- 
tween his teeth. A wicked glint of 
laughter and mischief always shone in 
his sharp brown eyes, and though no one 
could be positive, a few people have said 
that a taint smile often played about his 
mouth. As for talking, Pierre was an 
inveterate story-teller and as he himself 
said, “Eh, bien! I hav’ som’ aventures.”’ 
His truthfulness was much in question, 
but as the stories. he told were harmless 
and entertaining, no one 


rebuke him. 


thought to 


Laboune and I were great chums, 
though why he took to me was always 
more or less a mystery. Perhaps it was 
my interest in the wild life in the woods, 
or because I quickly learned to do the 
things he taught me. I really became 
quite expert at skinning muskrats, and 
though Pierre would never let me handle 
a mink, I was confident of my ability to 
do it. 

So my rough friend and I had many 
tramps together. In the summer we 
climbed the mountain after the  blue- 
berries, or oftener fished the lakes and 
brooks. Often we would take a canoe’ 
and cruise along the streams for miles. 
The camping at night was pleasant for 
me, with the bright stars and brighter 
moon shedding their mellow light over 
us. In the fall there was more to do 
than ever. 
shooting, and hunting muskrats by the 
light of the moon, we were very busy. 

About one crisp October 


evening, I was going to Pierre’s, for in 


Between trapping, partridge 


twilight, 


the early morning we had planned to 
climb the look at the 
chances for setting fox traps. We had 
decided to spend a night on the mountain, 
and I had stopped at the store to buy the 
necessary provisions. 


mountain and 


This tramp through the fall woods was 
exactly to my taste, for nothing appeals 
to me as Nature does. Beneath my feet 
were the many colored autumn leaves; 
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about the forest 


Red and grey squirrels chat- 


above and all were 
creatures. 
tered and ran along the wall and among 
the leaves, now and then springing their 
policeman’s rattles in an awe-inspiring 
alarms. <A little further down the road 
a big woodpecker was busily hammering 
on a hollow tree trunk. Round and 
round he went, now stopping to pick up 
a luscious worm, now listening intently 
for the slightest sound that would in- 
dicate the presence of food. From a 
dense thicket just before me, a couple of 
grouse shot out, the booming of their 
wings awakening the forest echoes. In 
the midst a tall 


scragely oak outlined its ghostly limbs 


of a little clearing, 
against the red of the setting sun. At 
the first glance no sign of life could be 
seen, but as I moved slowly past, scuffing 
the leaves like any boy, I noticed that a 
knot in the tree had great-yellow eyes. I 
was startled, and pulled myself together, 
ready to fight or run. A sharp inspection 
brought a sniff of disgust. It was only a 
poor misguided screech owl, who never 
harmed anyone. 

At length, I reached Pierre’s house, 
and went in without knocking. Supper 
was cooking on the old sheet-iron stove 
in the corner. 
but he soon came out of the only other 


I saw nothing of Pierre, 


room of the hut carrying his precious 
shot gun. Why he thought so much of 
it, | never understood, for he could have 
bought a much better one very cheaply. 

After we had eaten, we lighted our 
pipes and sat down by the stove fora 
moment’s chat. 

“IT don’ lak for to go up dat mountain,” 
said Pierre. 

‘‘What’s the matter ?” 





“Sometime quite long ago, I go for 
A big patch, I find. Sacre! 
dey weretick. All I do was put ze pail 
undaire ze bush, take ze fingaire like ze 
comb, Zip! ze pail ess full. Howevaire 
I eet so manees zat eet take ze long time 
Ze sun she sit, ’fore I 


blueberry. 


tos cereme tulle 
start chez moi. Down ze path I go, when 
a noise behind me! Mon Dieu! 1 jump 
and look queek! Vat wasett? Ett was 
terreable! A bear stood looking at me. 
She was ell white, an’ shone in ze dark. 
Br-r! Pierre couldn’t stand eei 
run. Zat. bear she tun, but I could run 
I look back once an’ ze bear 
was all fire. Parblew! 
coward, but ze fire bear! 
ess too’ much.” 

Pierre was very excited, waving his 
hand, and bobbing his short clay pipe as 
he talked, for he never took his pipe 


an” | 


Ri MAS 
Pierre ess not a 
Non, non. Zat 


from his mouth after once lighting it. 

“Come, come, »l “said: “isn’t,that; too 
much of a yarn? You don’t expect me 
to believe thai?” 

“Het ees true,” he answered excitedly, 
“to-morrow I show you, an’ to-morrow 
night! Ze bear will be out.” 

‘I couldn’t say that I was very much de- 
lighted with the prospects, yet as Pierre 
did not seem inclined to say more on the 
subject, I kept quiet. 

When we started off the next -morning, 
just as the rising sun cast a shining shaft 
of light on the crest of the mountain we 
were to climb, I carried my old carbine. 
Pierre wanted to know what I was going 
to do with it, but I did not give him a 
satisfactory answer. 

All day long, we wandered through the 
mountain forest, finding good trapping in 
almost every place. We ate our dinner 


6 THE PINKER EONAG REC, 


beneath the overhanging brow of a small 
precipice. All the birds in the woods 
seemed aware of our presence, and some 
_ thieving Canada bluejays were caught in 
the act of stealing our meat from our 
very mouths. 

As the sun went down, we began to 
look for a camping-place, and as_ the 
Wejrsclectedieagiittie 
clearing where we could build a fire with- 
out the chance of burning up the whole 
forest. 


night was warm, 


That was one thing I liked about 
Pierre even if he was a Frenchman, he 
was always very careful about his fire. 

Our Supper, \eaten, anderthesdisnes 
washed in the neighboring brook, we 
turned to bed,and as that consisted in roll- 
ing oneself in a blanket and putting his 
feet to the fire, it was quickly done. 
Pierre was soon asleep, as his heavy 
breathing testified, but for some unknown 
reason, I could only doze off for a few 
minutes at a time. It must have been 
about eleven o'clock, since the fire 
blazed fitfully now and then, casting 
strange shadows on the green background 
of trees, when I heard something that 
sounded like some one sniffing. 

Sniff! Sniff! What could it be? It 
wasn’t Pierre, tor he was breathing as re- 
gular as before. A slight noise from 
where we had hung our frying pan, 
followed by a crash, and a 
“Woof,” drew my attention. 

‘Pierre,’ I yelled, ‘‘wake up! The Fire 
Bear !” | 

Pierre leaped to his feet in an instant. 
Snatching up my carbine, he excitedly 
wanted to know where the bear was. He 
was so nervous that I knew he could never 
shoot anything, and ( took the gun, 
though my nerves were in a bad condition, 


surprised 





The bear was still standing over our 
provisions, which he had dislodged from 
their: place in. the crotch of the trec 
Pierre’s statement was not far from true. 
The animal glowed with a pale yellow 
light that seemed to billow and 
about him in waves. It was not fire or 
anything that I could remember having 
seen. Pierre had seen this bear before 
and was just as frightened by it. 

As the bear seemed to have no interest 
in us, I decided to try a shot at him be- 
fore he finished 
breakfast. 


rise 


up the whole of our 


When the smoke cleared away, we 
eagerly looked for the carcass of the bear. 
We did not seé “him at all) Besa 
escaped under cover of the smoke, and 
the only trace of him we found was a 
tuft of hair which the rifle bullet had 
clipped from his back. I. examined it 
It’s 
glow was of a phosphorescent nature, 
like that caused by drawing the tip of a 
common phosphorus 


closely, but came to no conclusion. 


match across the 


.palm of the hand. 


‘Mon Dieu!” said Pierre, “‘no more to 
zat mountain will I go. 
reable!”’ 


Eet ees ter- 


A few months later, a chum of mine 
came to visit me, and when I told him of 
Pierre’s» “Fire Bear,’”? he was possessed 
with the desire to shoot it. 

For a week or more we camped on the 
mountain, but did not see a trace of the 
bear. Finally one misty night, my friend 
woke me up by saying in a hoarse whisper, 
they lo wakerup. 
‘round outside.” 

{ jumped up and grabbed the gun. 
Surely something was outside by the 
Cautiously we opened the tent 


Something’s roving 


noise. 


— 


——. 





Both uttered 
exclamation of astonishment, and if we 
had been alone we probably would have 
taken to our heels. 


flap and peered out. an 


Instead of one “Fire 
Bear,” there were two! The misty, damp 
air seemed to have a invigorating affect 
on the light, and each was a veritable 
ball of flame. As they played together, 
they resembled two enormous balls of 
lightning. ‘They were surprisingly quick 
in their movements for such slow acting 
animals as bears. 

“Let’s shoot at ’em,” whispered my 
chum. 

“All right, you take the big one and 
lil try to hit the other,” I whispered 
back. 


There was a moment’s silence; then 


the forest resounded with the deuble dis- 


charge of our rifles. Running from the 
tent to get out of the smoke, we saw 
both the 


When we reached them, they were quite 


bears stretched: on ground. 


Mina 


Erie DIN Bek LA Dera be LDS, ji 


dead, and we could examine them at our 
leisure. ) 

My chum pronounced it a queer phe- 
nomena and I was qnite willing to admit 
that it looked that way to me. 
the only explanation he could offer, was 


He said 


sometimes wood rots and becomes 


phosphorescent, especially in damp 


places. It was highly probable that the 


_ bears had their den near a swamp where 


they could become covered with decayed 
wood, or else the grass and chips of their 
bed had decomposed and transformed 
into a substance of a phosphorescent 
nature. 

While this solution was satisfactory to 
me, Pierre had an altogether different 
opinion on the subject. 

BINOD wm Dyeeal, wineesaid, Cltcess= NOL 
zat. Zose bear were ze bear of le diable. 


Were zey not eovaired wis fire. Sacre! 


FCdiceneanotssecezelnre 


And that settled it at least for him. 


Eithletics. 


Athletics for 1g09-’10 look rather du- 
bious. With 


King, H. C. Abbott, Knight and Shep- 


“Blondy’” Wilson, Page, 
ard, gone, it leaves a gap in_ the football 
Dave Griffiths, 
last year’s captain the best 
half-backs we have had, did not return to 
His 
school, not 


team that is hard to fill. 
and one of 

loss will be felt by 
only the football 
team, but by the baseball and track teams, 


the Academy. 
the whole 


beside his many friends. 
When Coach Brice-began his work on 
te} 
this year’s team, he found only three old 
) ; \ 
players in the ineup. “Babe” Williams, 


John Bartlett and Morris Salner were on 


last year’s eleven. He has found it very 
hard to develop the new men, but with a 
squad of twenty-five men, be can no doubt 


turn out a team that can hold down San- 


born by the end of the season. 


In baseball, Griffiths is the only man 
we have lost, though the Twins say they 
to play this year. That 
will leave the pitcher’s first base- 
man’s position to be filled. It should be 
easily done from the number of men who 


are not going 
and 


have shown their intention to go out. 


The outlook for the track team is about 


as bright as that of the football team. 


Griffiths won twenty-five points in last 
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If he was here we 
His 
loss is the greatest, though only Bartlett, 
Curtis and H. W. Abbott are left. Most 
of the time next spring must be spent in 


year’s Sanborn meet. 
could reckon on as many next year. 


developing sprinters and weight men. 
& Mr. Potter, the new Math. teacher, 
was astonished when he heard how the 
Last 
week ste ps were taken to change the con- 
stitution the athletic affairs in 
the hands of an athle‘ic council. Nothing 
has been mide public, however. Every 
member of the school is supposed to care 
enough about the athletic teams to pur- 
chase a pink or yellow ticket of Williams. 
The captain and manager of the foot- 
ball team is John Bartlett, of the track 
team, H. W. Abbott. 


Athletic Association was managed. 


and put 


BASEBALL [1909 | 

The annual game of baseball with 
Sanborn, found P. A. with a team that 
compared very favorably with that from 
the Seminary, but having the lack of en- 
thusiasm, or something, to pull them from 
a bad hole. The day was cold after the 
sun behind the hill. The 
game was far from exciting, except in the 
sixth inning, when “pill” Tyler knocked 
out a two bagger that let two men romp 
home. Sanborn, by putting in their spare 
time had managed to gather up six tallies. 
In the ninth inning, Sanborn began to 
feel anxious, for Russell and Elmer Palm- 
er started a rally by hitting safely. Sal- 
ner knocked a sizzling liner through 
Smith and filled the bases. Then Tyler 
came up again. With two strikes and 
one ball called on the batter, Smith threw 
the ball to the plate, and it was a strike. 
It looked doubtful to the people in the 


went down 





stands, but P. A. people are not prone to 
fight over such matters. 


SANBORN. 


Sargent, ss 


PINKERTON. 

c, Salner 
3b, Griffiths 
2b, Williams 

lf, C. Ladd 
rf, Bartlett 
tb, Elwin Palmer 


Swinerton, 3c 
Sheridan, 2b 
ji sLadd, c 
Hilliard, cf 
Knights, lf 


Doe, 1b cf, Russell 
(R) Ladd (Prescott) rf, ss, Tyler 
Smith, p p, Elmer Palmer 


Hits—P. A., 10; S.S., 8. 
by Palmer. rr. 


Struck out 
Umpire, Collins. 


FOOTBALL. 
Cencord, 28. Pinkerton, o. 

On October 2, the team traveled to 
Concord to play the high school boys. 
When the teams lined up, it was evident 
that we would not have much show unless 
we were exceptionally fast. The Con- 
cord fellows outweighed our boys twenty | 
pounds to aman. P. A. only had the ball 
about five minutes during the whole 
game, losing the ball when she did gain 
possession of it by fumbling. Fora team 
made up almost altogether of inexperiencd 
men it played very well. The line was 
the weakest At times there were 
large enough to drive a team 
In the second half, Grant took 
Williamson’s place and played like a vet- 
Bartlett, Bob and John, both 
played a good game, John getting some 
good tackles and slamming the man 
hard. 

CONCORD. 


H. Morrison, re 
Ashley, rf 


part. 
holes 
through. 


eran. 


PINKERTON. 
le, R. Bartlett 
It, McClure 


Maynard, rg lg, Mears 
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Rogers, c c, Curtis 
rg, Williamson [Grant ] 
Murchie, lg 
Kennedy, It 
Fish, le, 
McCauley, qb 
Stickney, rh 

A. Morrison, lh 
Corriveau, tb 


rt, Graham 

re, J. Bartlett 
Canis 

qb, Hodsdon 

lh, Webster 

rh, [ Ladd] Williams 
fb, M. Salner 
Touch downs—A. Morrison, Stickney 
3, McCauley. Goals from touch downs— 


H. Morrison 3, Kennedy. ‘Umpire— 
Referee—Croghan.— Linesmen— 
Brown, Burhett and Shepard. 


minute halves. 


Brice. 
Time—15 


Punchard, 18. Pinkerton, o. 


On October 8, the first home game was 
played with Punchard Academy. ‘The 
same weasness was observed as in the 
Concord game. The line was like paper 
both on the offense and on the defence. 
The inexperienced players did well, though 


people remarked on the tendency of a few 





to turn their backs on the visitors, which 
is considered very rude. The veterans 
played their usual game, J. Bartlett mak- 
ing along run across the field, having 


secured the ball on a forward pass. 
PUNCHARD. PINKERTON. 

‘Towne, le re, J. Bartlett 
Dube, It rt, Graham 
Rhodes, lg rg, McClure (Seavey ) 
Sullivan, c c, Curtis (Grant ) 
Dearborn (Cates), rg lg, Mears 
Haigh, rt It, F. Sainer 
Bowman (O’Connell) re __!e, R. Bartlett 
Lawson, qb qb, Hodsdon 
Boland, rh rh, Williams 
Kyle, lh lh, Webster (Ladd) 
Anderson, fb fb, M. Salner 


Touch downs — Kyle, Anderson 2. 


Goals from touch downs—Dube 3. Um- 
pire—Potter. Referee — Davis. Time- 
keepers—Reynolds and Curtis. Head 


linesman—Raitt. Linesmen—O’Connell, 


Bowman and Stearns. ‘Time—15 minute 


halves. 





Alumni Department. 


Elluunni Motes. 


(* Denotes non-graduate, year given being last of at 
tendance.) 


Faculty. Henry McCall (son of Hon. 
Samuel W. McCall) and Miss Dorothy 
Lawson, daughter of Thomas W. Lawson, 
of Dreamwold, announce their engage- 
ment. 

Paul Pinkerton Foster, wife and daugh- 
ter, Barbara, have been enjoying a trip to 
Nova Scotia, the land of Evangeline. 


’*hQ Mrs. Belle C. (Hayes) Barrows, 
wife of Rev. S, F. Barrows, contributed 


an article for the August Outlook, “The 
Island Palace,’”’ dealing with affairs in 
Russia, a personal experience. 

09. A. Bartlett Shepard has entered 
Dartmouth College, Hanover, N. H. 

Howard C. Abbott has entered Dart- 
mouth College. 

Dr. W. R. Sanders has fitted up an ex- 
ceedingly attractive cottage at Hedding, 
es i 

John C, Sanders from Detroit, Mich., 
evisited the scenes of his birthplace, 
staying at Hildreth Hall, Derry Village. 
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Sylvia May Dinsmoor is teaching the 
‘Brick’? school, Chester. 


97, Faculty, Prof. James G. Miller, 
Ashburnham, Mass., had honorable men- 
tion in a prize essay contest offered by 
the Congregationalst. ‘Yopic, “If I Were 
to go to College Again.” 

09. 


after a vacation 


James F. King, Shanghai, China, 
Fast, has 
Lafayette College, Easton, Penn. 


Faculty, Miss Helen M. Mead in June 
sailed on the “Ivernia” to England. 


returned to 


Dr. Eugene W. Hill is now at Colon on 
We Hkéesithe 
place very much and his family have re- 


the Isthmus of Panama. 


cently joined him there. 


The Misses Irene and Elizabeth Gross 


did most creditable work in their studies 


while at Smith College. 


Howard G. Moody, who was graduated 
from Dartmouth College last June, is now 
employed in the counting room of the 
V. H. Moody Shoe Co. 


Mr. and Mrs. Geo. F. Bampton (Louise 
R. Crombie) and their daughter, Ruth, 
are contemplating 
this winter. 

08, Faculty. Miss Susan D. Bartley 
has passed a delightful vacation at her 
old home, Kittery Point, at the Old Par- 
sonage, where she has entertained her 
former friends and the Ladies’ Sewing 
Circle of the Congregational 
This place abounds in history. 


church. 


John C. Chase has just returned from 


the Alaska-Yukon Pacific Exposition and 
a trip to Southern California. 


Albert E. Shute has sold his insurance 
business to W. J. Kingsbury. 


Richard Currier 1s at Amherst college. 


a trip to Bermuda 


Prof. Walter S. Young is principal, of 
the South Worcester, Mass., high school. 
One hundred and thirty pupils were grad- 
uated from his school alone last June. 
He is meeting with great success in his 
chosen work. 

Miss Lil- 
lian, spent a portion of their vacation 


Fred W. Poor and his sister 


in Vermont, paying a visit to “Au Sable 


Chasutr.’’ 


09. Yih C. Chien, Changchow, China, 
has entered Bates College. 


Lester W. Russell has been across the 


continent to California and reports a 


pleasant journey. 

Ira B. Knight has entered Bowdoin 
College, Brunswick, Me. 

In July last, 60 pupils of Master L. P. 
Brickett, Lynn, Mass., rode all the dis- 
tance by trolley to’ Hast: Derry, (Nour 
to celebrate their annual outing with 
their beloved teacher of former years. 

The Henry S. Warner family have been 
located at Marblehead, Mass., for their 
summer holiday. 


Prof. George S. Palmer is president of 
the Hedding Chautauqua Association. 
His program for the season has been 
much appreciated by the public. In 
August, Gov. H. B. Quimby and Judge 
Henry A. Shute of Exeter were guests of 
honor there and were entertained at 


Camp Wequetequock by Mr. and Mrs. 


Palmer. 


Miss Alice Durgin Chase is to spend 


the winter in Brookline, Mass., after liv- 


ing in California for the past year. 


05-06, The classes of 1905-6 held a 
banquet and reunion in June at the La- 


dies’ Parlors, Derry Village. Members 
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of the faculty under whom the two classes 
studied were present. There were over 
30 to respond to the invitation. 


good time was enjoyed by all. 


06, Ray A. Clement has been elected 
to the editorial staff of the Bates College 
Monthly, Lewiston, Me. 


Dana G. How is an associate editor of 


A jolly 


the Pennsylvanean, the daily paper of the 
University of Pennsylvania. He has 
been spending his summer vacation at 
Silver Bay, Lake George, N. Y. 

It was recently remarked by a P. A. 
Alumnus, in regard to two of our teach- 
ers who were engaged in earnest conver- 
sation, “That one was explaining how to 
raise potatoes and the other one 
strating how to cook them.” 

08-09. Ralph C. Davis, Car! For- 
saith and Fred S. Page, have entered 
Dartmouth College. 


demon- 


Engagements, 


Mildred» stevens, »7o4;7 tot Harry. C. 
Kimball, ’o3. 


Marian I. Morse, ’o5, to Walter I. Nel- 
ler, ’06. 


Births. 


Derry, Nett july 15; 0o,) lo Mre-and 
Mrs. Albert He Shute *91 (Isabel. Dae 
mon *’98) a son. 

SICLUM WY ae bla ve Onar lO Vir and 
Mrs. Arthnr G. Low, *oo, a daughter. 

Lynnfield, Mass., To Rev. and Mrs. 
Halah H. Loud, ’go, a child. 

Boston, Mass., July 1,’09, ‘To Mr. and 
Mrs. Allan W. Pollard, ’95, a daughter, 
Marjory. 





Helena, Ark., June 8, To Mr. and Mrs. 
Frank H. Clark (Bessie W. Bampton *’g7 ) 
a son. 

Londonderry, N. H., Aug. ’09, To Mr. 
and Mrs. E. Horace Davenport, (Har- 
riet Nevins ’97) a child. 

09, Faculty, Derry, N. H., Aug. 22, To 
Mr. and Mrs. A. W. Reynolds, a daughter, 
Esther. 

etiam me LULwiagecO, LOM Vi ise and 
Mrs. W. H. Benson, (Fannie Wilson 83) 
a daughter. 

Chester, Ns H., septy.i4, 1 bo. Mr: and 
Mrs. Leroy Morse, (Laura Robinson) a 
son. 

Oak Park, Ill., Sept. 27,' 70g; Lov Mr. 
and Mrs. Jerome C. McMurphy (Mabel 
L. Pullen) a son. 





Marriages. 


Derry, Ne: H. June, 1909, ‘Kathleen 
Melvin ’96, and Rotand L. Mayo of Or- 
leans, Mass. 

Derry, N. H., July 26, 1909, Howard 
Corson *’og and Helen Currier *’og. 

Derry, Niki julye7e Arthur Ps.Nich- 
ols *’oo and Florence M. Thurston, ’o1. 

Jackson jweNeen:--|une.20..’o9,. Arthur 
M. Emery ’95 and Icona T. Pitman ’oo. 

Pelham, N. H., Aug. 11, ‘09, Rev. Geo. 
Heath and Marion Richardson. 

DerryaN-cty|unG: £0; 09, Russell: WV. 
Parshley and Maude Webster. 

Boston, Mass, July ’og, Robert Glen 
Wallace of Boston, and May Alexander 
of Canobie Lake, N. H. 

Manchester, N. H., Sept. 1, 09, George 
Wyllie Priest and Miss Helen Louise 
Belcher, 
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Ohester, N,o HH sSept. 8, "sq, Josiah 
Clifton Richardson and Carrie A. Under- 
hill. 


MNeSICL.y aN. Oe ptros) OO, 
Hammerich of Springfield, Mass., 
Anna Martin of Chester. 


rans 
and 


Providence, Jkh.7 1L.,,.une” er, Wonnid 
McGregor and Miss May E. Boles of 
Londonderry, N. H. 


Concord, N. H.,. luly, “Elizabeth Cate 
te 

Manchester, N. H., Ag. 16,° Geos Wi 
Mansur, husband of Sadie Boyd *’83. 

Derry; oN: “T1.)) Aug. *24, 00 rs. ete 
(Noyes) Barker, ’57. 

Atkinson, N. H., Sept. rg909, Albert C. 
Barrows. 





Che £lcademy Crow. 





Caw! Caw! Caw! Really 
Q\ that is all I can do now, I 

am so happy to think 

that Pinkerton has begun 
The Academy 
rather deserted 
when I first arrived, so I 
flew down to the [fal], 
but, to my great disgust, 
I found that all the boys 
had gone to the Depot. 
I was rather disappointed, and yet I could 
not blame them when [ thought of ali the 
“Study Hours” that they would bave to 
keep after that night. 

Of course, I knew that they would ali 
return at ten o’clock, so I flew back to the 
belfry and went to sleep. 


again. 
seemed 


Probably from 
force of habit (for, I must confess, I have 
been very lazy this summer) I failed to 
awake until the bell rang at ten minutes 
of eight. At first, I could not recollect 
where I was, but, when I looked down 
from my perch and saw scores of boys and 
girls coming up the hill, I immediately re- 
membered that [ was home again. 

There were many old scholars, but such 
a number of little Juniors among them. 


Little! Well, I should say so, and so 


“cute” (I learned that word from one of 
the Senior girls.) The littie boys especially 
took my fancy and the one with the curly 
hair and bright red bow-tie was loved by 
all the girls. 

Almost unconsciously I followed the 
new scholars into the Academy, and I am 
glad I did, too, for I saw many interesting 
things. First, I noticed three new faces 
amoung the faculty and soon found ont 
that Mr. Silver was to be the new 
Principal, while Mr. Potter and Miss 
W oolridge were to teach agriculture and 
domestic science. I missed Mr. Reynolds 
and Mr. Campbell but then, one can’t 
have all the good things in life and I[ have 
enjoyed their company for a number of 
years. By the way, I saw Mr. Reynolds 
the other day and he told me that he was 
Superintendent of Schools in Derry and 
Windham. Caw! Caw! but I’m glad te 
hear that for now I shall still be able to 
see himoccasionally, ‘Phere is one more 
person that I miss very much indeed, and 
that is Mr. Sefton. My voice has suffered 
terribly since last June, and I am in great 
fear that I will be unable to sing at all, 
before long, since there are no. chorus 


classes. How I used to enjoy listening to 





the singing 
beautiful (?. ) 
But I must go back and tell you about 





it always sounded so 


some other changes that had taken place. 
The first day I expected to see all the old 
scholars go home early, but they didn’t. 
They all went to their various classes and 
books were given to them. I could not 
understand it at first but soon found 
out that all books were to be furnished 
free this year. Of course, since they had 
their books the first day, 
assigned, and school commenced in ear- 


lessons were 


nest, on Wednesday. 

One day, a week or so after the 
Academy opened, I looked into the Chapel 
and saw all the scholars seated alphabet- 
ically—the Juniors down front, and the 
Seniors up back. Mr. Silver had just 
finished talking, and the expression on the 
faces of all those present made me anxious 
to know what he had said, so I flew over 
to the girls’ side of the building, and 
At first, 
none of the girls even whispered, but, 
finally, I heard one of the Middlers say 
“Isn’t that the limit, Chapel only twice a 
week!” I was “all attention’ then, and 
learned that Chapel exercises were to be 
held only Tuesday and Thursday, morning 
exercises taking place in each room on the 


listened, when they went out. 


other days. 

Everybody seemed so happy that I be- 
‘gan to wonder what the reason was. At 
last, | came to the conclusion that it was 
because there was no rol'-call. Of course, 
I suppose, the requirements are kept as 
well as ever, but there is a great deal of 
satisfaction in thinking that everybody 
will not have to know just how many 
‘exceptions you have kept’’—at least, that 
is what most of the scholars think. For 
my part, I used to enjoy roll-call very 
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much, for then, it gave me a chance to 
know just how truthful each boy and girl 
was. 

Caw !} I must tell you about 
some of the more important events that I 
Really, I believe I am 
almost as bad as a woman and it seems as 
though my tongue was “hung in the 
middle and wags at both ends,” 


Jaw ! 


have witnessed. 


the same 
as they say hers is, for I never know when 
to stop talking. Before I forget it I must 
say a word about King’s social. I never 
will forget IKXing and I was more than 
pleased to see him around Pinkerton when 
I came back. One day I saw him passing 
around little white envelopes to all the 
Seniors. I was curious to know what 
they contained, but, as I was very busy 
just then, I forgot all about them till 
Friday night came, and then I saw quite a 
number of 1910 students going down to 
Miss Greenwood’s. It was raining hard 
but I did not mind a little water, so I flew 
down to the house and saw that King was 
giving a ‘Iarewell Reception” to his 
class, for he was going away the next day. 
I stayed around the house all the evening 
and more than enjoyed myself, for every- 
body seemed to be having such a good 
time. There are many things I might tell 
you about that evening if only I could 
spare the time. As it is, I will simply say 
that all appreciated King’s kindness and 
wish him great success in life. 

Caw! Caw! I was weary after the 
excitement of the first day, and happened 
to be resting on one of the branches of an 
Elm tree in front of Hood’s, when I noticed 
figures approaching, very quietly, and all 
of them seemed to stop near the barn. I 
became quite interested and wondered 
what was up, and what time it was. I 
remembered that I had seen “Babe” and 
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“Johnnie” going toward the Depot some 
time before, but,—really, that is such a 
common occurrence that I took no notice 
of it. Pretty soon, after somewhere 
around twenty figures had gathered there, 
they began to wend their way out through 
the fields, over rocks, fences, and a great 
many obstacles toward the Academy. I 
followed, and when the church was 
reached I saw, by the clock, that it was 
nearly eleven o’clock. My! I rubbed 
my eyes and cawed. How late! The group 
had gathered around a blazing fire, back 
of the Academy. I then, and not until 
then, came to The Seniors 
were having their corn roast! They ate 
corn and marshmallows until I shouldn’t 
have thought they would have been able 
to get home. However, at last, with 
blackened and burned hands and faces, 
» they wandered down through the village, 
shouting and giving yells for the teachers. 
Such awful noises they did make! After 
that, the Seniors went to their homes, 
thinking what a success their corn roast 
had been without an underclassman to 
hinder. It was an event long to be re- 
membered by the 1910 class. 

The second Friday evening after school 
began, the Seniors gave their reception to 
the Juniors, About eight o'clock they 
began to come, quite a crowd, too. When 
the doors were open, they were ushered in 
and introduced to President, John Bartlett, 
Vice President, Norman Watts and Secre- 
tary, Lillian Sawyer. Hach person was 
then givena beautiful aster, purple to the 
boys, and white to the girls, with a number 
attached. When all were _ seated, 
“Johnnie” mounted the platform and after 
a few pleasant remarks announced that 
there . would be a match promenade. Of 
course, that took some little time, for the 


my Senses. 


Juniors were a trifle timid, but they got 
bravely over it before the end of the eve- 
ning. There were readings by Miss 
Pauline Lowinstain of Manchester, which 
were greatly enjoyed. Then Lillian Sawyer 
sang two sweetly rendered pieces. During 
the evening a millinery display was ex- 
hibited by Madame DeLicheibachez, who 
in a pleasing manner showed several of her 
new hats direct from Paris. These hats 
were really very stunning and created 
much merriment. There was more pro- 
menading, and then some very dainty 
refreshments were served. 

I was very glad to see several of the 
graduates at the social, classes ’05, 07, 
08 and ’09 being represented. I’m sure 
everyone enjoyed the evening, for I heard 
many express, their opinions on the very 
delightful o€casion. 

I hear that a number of our recent grad- 
uates have entered Dartmouth—Carl For- 
saith, “Bartie” Shepard, Ralph Davis, Fred 
Page and Howard Abbott. News has 
also reached me that Carl Forsaith is one 
of the three Freshmen who have been 
chosen for the Glee Club. Hurrah for 
Carl! I always knew that he had a fine 
tenor voice. 

Caw! Caw! Caw! What glorious 
times the lower classes had while organi- 
zing! Disorder is a mild term to apply 
to the conditions existing in the meetings. 
That old fellow Chaos reigned supremely 
until finally out of the confusion a Presi- 
dent was elected who should preside in 
his place. The freshies elected as Presi- 
dent Ruth Benson, who, by the way is a 
sister of the Helen whom I remember. 
Florence Garvin is Secretary. “Doc” 
Elliott is again President of his class, 1912, 
and Leola Low is Secretary—( How inex- 
plicable are the works of Fate!) The 


~ 
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Vice-Presidents of these two classes must 
go down in history as nameless, I fear. I 
confess that I don’t remember who they 
are, and the Owl is sulky just now and 
the only answer he will give to my ques- 
tions is, *W h-wh-wh-o? Wh-wh-wh-oo?” 
Pinkerton came into some prominence 
last year from the fact that a member of 
the Wooden tribe of Indians attended the 
school. Seavey brings back with him this 
Thus 
far the service they have rendered has 


year a fellow tribesman, Page ’12. 
been wholly gratuitous. ‘They desire reg- 
ular employment, however, and any par- 
ties in need of a wooden-indian are ad- 
vised to communicate with them. 

Caw! Caw! Every afternoon I sit and 
watch the football squad at work upon the 
athletic field. It’s really interesting to see 
the fellows tackle ferociously the dummy. 
And the linesmen at the bucking machine! 
They charge and drop, charge and drop, 
charge and drop, until their hands are full 
of splinters, until the sweat runs down 
their flushed faves Then the 
first team and the second battle over the 
ball. What times they have! [t’s all grand 
training, though, and how good the fellows 
feel at the end of the afternoon, after the 
final trot around the track and the shower, 
only they can tell. 

Baseball has its inning, too, on the field. 
Quite often, as I fly near the diamond, I 
smile as I see what a perfectly “bully” 
time our principal and Mr. [frost are hay- 
ing there. 


in streams. 


Mr. Silver in his school days 
twirled in an expert manner, and that he 
still retains a portion of his former speed. 
and curves, one can easily discern from the 
varying expressions on Mr. Frost’s face. 
I have heard rumors of inter-ficulty-class 
games, and | am looking forward to them 
with eagerness. 


Grinds. 


As the ‘curtain rises, a fair Junior is 
seen seated in the library, beside her are 
four vacant seats. Graham ’11 enters. 
“Excuse me, but is this seat engaged? No? 
Well, do you mind if I sit here for a few 
minutes?” She doesn’t mind, 


down and the curtain falls. 


Roy sits 


H. O. W., ’10, has always had a habit 
of astonishing her classmates. with extra- 
ordinary statements. Her latest to date 
was heard in American History the other 
day. ‘Lord Baltimore never 
America but George Calvert did!” 


visited 


Debio, els ais mMLepULCUastOaiavessald, 
“Id rather be (W)right than President.”’ 

In Geometry II B the other day. Miss 
A-K-R-A was trying to “kill Jim.” 

In Agriculture, Mr. P. ‘Now, B——. 
tell me what a ‘mulch’ is.” 

B. ‘A mulch is the top of the earth.” 

Mr. P. ‘Well, the North Pole is the 
COD OfechGccartivmalls ita mitlene: 


Was E. W., ’15, looking fora seat in 
the hall the sixth period, or do the Juniors 
think the floor is slippery? 

Deer iiatsoplishs, LIE). 
his legsin his hand.” 


“Dunsey took 


M.-P.) *12;-readmeg French. 
Veglise? (answering) La_ voici 
tables 

Bevis GT, 
we saw 
sedans 


“Ou est 
Sur. ort: 


“In the lumber camp, 
men hauling logs with oxen on 


What is M. K.’s,’10, favorite magazine? 
McClure’s. 

Amicoe quoque meae amant in silvis 
ambulare. (Translated) ‘My friends 


love to walk through the forest with my 
Cookin 
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So far the new exchange editor has had 
an easy time. It is always so_ the first 
issue, for the majority of the exchanges 
do not come in until the October number 
has gone to press. 

We think that the Pinkerton students 
ought to get pleasure and profit from the 
exchanges this year. We are planning to 
continue the exchange column of last 
year, drawn from all directions, so that 
they may have a good supply to choose 
from. It seems to us that especial bene- 
fit can be gained from reading the ones 
from other parts of the country where 
conditions are different. We have _ par- 


ticularly in mind a story, ‘*Vouna’s Victo- 


’ 


ry,” from Vox Studentis, Union City, 
Tenn., which shows, with ambiguity only 
in the connections, the pleasing relations 
that still exist between the white people 
and the negroes in certain districts. We 
cannot too strongly advise thestudents of 
Pinkerton to read our exchanges. 


We would like to say to the Res Acaze- 
micae, Wilkes-Barre, Pa., that in our opin- 
ion, the best third of their poetry with the 
rest of their space devoted to other forms 
of composition, would make a_ better pro- 
portioned and more pleasing paper. 


The following exchanges: have been 
received: 


Res Academicae (Wilkes-Barre, 
Vox Students (Union City, Tenn.). 


Pal 





Charles Bart.let.t, 


Druggist. and 
Stationer. 


Derry Village, N. H. 


W. H. NIGHOLS, D, D. S., 


DENTIST, 
DERRY, - NEW HAMPSHIRE. 


Sunshine Laundry, 


NOBLE & GOVE, Prop. 
DERRY, N. H. 


F. H. ALLEN, 


Manufacturer of High-Grade Confec= 
tionery. Ice Cream, Sherberts and 
Frozen Puddings on order. 


55 E. Broadway. 








For Advertising space apply to Roy 


Caarles Graham, Business Manager 


“Critic”, Derry Village, N. H. 





H. W. EDDY, 


Dealer in 
Electrical Suppliew, Illuminated Signs 


Electric Light Plants and Telephone Sys- 
tems Installed at Short Notice. 
Tel. Connection. 29 Railroad Ave. 


Derry Savings Bank 


W.S. Pillsbury, Pres. 
F. J. Shepard, Treas. 
Deposits $110.000. 


Record Pub. Co., 


Special attention given Academy and 
School Printing. All work Guaranteed. 


Whitney Building, Derry, N.H. 
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